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What I likecUmost about Lake Louise and that
which distinguished it at once from all other lakes
I had seen of the world was not its size nor its
surroundings but the wonderful tint of its waters.
Such iridescent turquoise-blue waters on such an
extensive scale, I believe, are nowhere to be seen in
Europe, except perhaps in that little cavern of the
Blue Grotto at Naples.   For days together it had
been raining and snowing at the lake, but that day
the sun came out in all his glory, the skies assumed
their native hue of heavenly blue and the snow lay
fresh and white on the glacier and adjoining hills
and was reflected in all its virginal purity in the
translucent waters of the lake.    On any fine day
Lake Louise would have made a magnificent sight.
But on a day like the one I was there, it made a
sight for the gods to see. So pure and crisp was
the mountain-air, so dazzlingly bright and Eden-
like the whole scene, that when I walked by the lake-
side it was like treading the air, and when I stood
and looked round it was like reading a page from
Shelley or Keats. One felt as if one would jump and
dance, sing and laugh for the sheer joy of existence!
Books of travel told me that the Rockies very much
resembled the Alps.   I should hardly say they did,
though one could not fail noticing a certain super-
Mai resemblance.    Anyhow, Lake Louise of all
places had a distinct touch of Swiss scenery; and
with that eye for the fitness of things, for which the
C.P.R. is so distinguished, it had built not a palace,
as at Winnipeg, nor a castle, as at Banff, but a huge
wooden structure after the manner of a Swiss chalet,